it, or separate it in her vision from the mass of objects that flits before her dull comprehension. Shout at that boy's ear, and he will hardly pay more attention to it than a post. Put an icicle, or red-hot coal in his hand, and he would scream with pain, but lie would not know enough to turn his hand over to let it drop. Throw yonder club at him, and he would not lift a finger to save himself, but would laugh insanely as it struck him down, and never knew what hurt him. A desperate task, indeed, to teach these eyes to see, ears to hear, and benumbed brains to think.
The teacher hangs one of the boys on the ladder by the hands. He has but to let go to drop a few inches upon the soft bed underneath. But 
